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Summary: 


Steve's first mother's day as a momma. 


You Made Me A Mother 


Author's Note: 
Part 2 of Do You Want To Come With 
Help from: aaronmustdie 


It was a gorgeous Sunday morning on the golden coast of California. 
The sun was shining, the sky was blue, and the waves could be heard 
crashing onto the shore in the distance. 


Steve woke up in bed alone, but that was okay because he knew his 
family were making him a “surprise” breakfast since it was his day. 


His first mother’s day as a momma. 


Their twins, Easton and Ainsley, were now almost a year old so 
they’ve been learning how to walk and “talk”, but only a few words 
here and there yet they were the absolute cutest babies in the world. 
Biased or not, even strangers tell Steve and his husband how adorable 
their little ones are, it makes them feel good that they created such 
beautiful babies. 


Steve was so blessed to be a momma, especially their momma. He just 
cannot fathom that he was celebrating his first mother’s day ever 
thanks to those two little beings that gave him the title of being a 
mother. 


So Steve stretched in his massive bed, all tangled in the white sheets 
and blankets before getting himself up to go downstairs and see 
what’s going on down there. 


He threw on a pair of his husband’s sweats, since he usually slept in 
just an oversized t-shirt and boxers so he wanted to be modest in 
front of his babies, then went to brush his teeth before proceeding 
downstairs. 


Steve wore a smile on his face the whole time hearing Billy give 
instructions to their kids while they- he cooked breakfast. 


When Steve rounded the corner to the kitchen, his smile grew ten 
times in size when he saw his two little ones on step stools, strapped 
in so they wouldn’t fall while they were helping their daddy. 


Steve clears his throat which gets all their attention and the kids’ 
faces light up. 


“Uh-oh, momma’s awake.” Billy grinned and turned himself and the 
kids around. “What were we gonna say to momma?” He asks and the 
twins look at him confused. “Say happy mother's day momma.” He 
beamed. 


Twins both smiled and went on to “say” happy mother’s day, 
babbling whatever words they could say but it meant everything to 
Steve. 


“Hap mot da! Mama!” 
“Ha mo daaah, mama!” 


“Thank you babies.” Steve went and kissed them both on their little 
plump lips then picked up his son from the stool, to bring him over to 
his high chair. 


Billy does the same with their daughter and they get their kiddos 
settled at the table so they could all eat breakfast together. Billy 
made sure Steve stayed with them and didn’t want him to lift a finger 
because it was his day. He had gotten his husband his usual cup of 
coffee with hazelnut creamer then proceeded to serve breakfast for 
his family. 


“Eat up, baby. I made all of your favorites.” Billy says, putting the 
last dish of food onto the table. 


“Mmm, it all looks delicious. Thank you babe.” Steve puckers his lips 
and gets a kiss for his husband before loading his plate with eggs, 
bacon, french toast, and home fries. 


The family eat together, Steve and Billy both helping feed their little 
ones some scrambled eggs and pieces of french toast since it was soft 
for them to digest. 


Steve was feeding Easton who was loving his french toast. He was 
chewing and slobbering all over his chubby hands as he stuffed piece 
after piece into his mouth. 


“Mmm!” He happily hums which makes both parents laugh at his 
amusement. 


“Mm, it’s yummy huh?” Steve asks and the little boy continues to 
shove all of it into his face. “Daddy’s a good cook right?” Easton bobs 
his head and Steve laughs again at his son. “You're silly.” He adds 
then blows a raspberry onto the babe’s chubby cheek before going 
back to eating his own breakfast. 


They go on having breakfast together then once they were all done, 
Billy had disappeared down the hall for a few minutes while Steve 
was left with the babies. He cleaned their messy faces and hands with 
a wipe then gave them each an eskimo kiss which made them both 
giggle and kick their legs in their high chairs. 


“Okay momma, we have some gifts to give you.” Billy says, returning 
with a few wrapped packages. 


“What?! You guys didn’t have to get me presents.” Steve frowned at 
the sweet gesture and nuzzled his hand along his babies’ faces as Billy 
set the gifts down onto the table. 


“These are from the twins and this one is from me.” He says, pushing 
the two little ones towards Steve and keeping the big one by him. 


Steve grabs the kids’ one's first and unwrapped them. They were both 
homemade frames, done by the babies of course to the best of their 
ability, painted and decorated with glitter and inside were their 
handprints, one from Easton and the other from Ainsley. 


“Aww, my babies.” Steve frowns again as his heart melted seeing 
their little hands on the gift they made for him. “Thank you. I love 
it.” He smiles towards them and they both smile back. 


“Say you’re welcome, momma.” Billy tries but the babies were too 
occupied with their toys to exactly care, even though deep down they 
were happy their momma loved their present. 


“Now it’s my turn.” Billy says and hands Steve the biggest gift. 


“Ooh, let’s see what this is.” Steve proceeds to unwrap the package 
and it was another frame that was split in half. On the top was 
Easton’s name and his constellation then Ainsley’s name was on the 
bottom with her constellation. 


“Billy,” Steve looks up at his husband, shocked. “This is beautiful. Are 
they really...” 


“Yep. I bought them.” Billy admits. “But I’m sure they’re someone 
else's but according to the website they’re ours. So I got them for 
you.” 


“Thank you.” Steve gets up and gives his husband a hug and kiss. “I 
love it, I love everything so much. I feel so spoiled.” 


“Well you just wait, we have a big day ahead of us.” 
“You mean there’s more?” Steve questioned. 


“Yep. So let's give our bellies some time to digest then we’ll get ready 
to head out on our first adventure. Trust me, you’re going to love it.” 
Billy then gives Steve a kiss on his cheek, leaving him to his 
suspicions as to what they were going to do. 


The family of four, mostly Steve, had a well-deserved day out. They 
went to the beach for a little while and just hung out or walked along 
the shore back and forth. There wasn’t much to see on the beach in 
Malibu but it was still a very enjoyable and beautiful day. 


Afterwards, they had a late lunch at Rockwell Kitchen and were now 
back home relaxing. The babies had been put down for their napes 
and Billy was taking a shower while Steve was laid up in bed looking 
through an album he made that was very near and dear to his heart. 


This album was made throughout his IVF journey and he saved and 
documented everything because it meant the world to him for what 
he had to go through to get his babies. 


It was a big album, maybe a little overfilled, but Steve didn’t care 
because it was just something so special to him. 


He laid there, silently crying, with it resting on his knees, flipping 
through the pages slowly, taking in everything and remembering 
when he had added it to the book. 


Billy had soon come out from the bathroom wearing a pair of his old 
basketball shorts and saw that his husband was crying on their bed. 


“Steve?” He questions and gets closer, seeing the visible tear tracks 
on his husband’s face. “Baby, why’re you crying?” 


“Just emotional.” Steve says, cracking a slight smile. 
Billy then joins him on the bed and sees the album on his knees. 


Steve turns to another page that had the very first syringe he used, 
without the needle of course because that would be gross. But he 
points to it, showing his husband. 


“This,” He begins and looks over to Billy. “This is what got me to 
being a momma.” He says then looks back at the syringe. “And since 
that day, I will be forever grateful I went through with it. And you 
helped me become a momma.” He adds, grinning back to his 
husband. 


“Youre the best momma ever.” Billy comments and Steve lays his 
head on his shoulder. “Our babies are very lucky to have you as their 
momma.” 


Steve nods then suddenly starts to get even more emotional, crying 
much harder. “You know...what could’ve been if we never had the 
chance to have kids?” He asks with a shrug. “I think a-about that all 
the time and we...we were just so lucky because then we never 
would've gotten our two beautiful babies.” 


“Baby,” Billy brings his arm around and squeezes Steve to his side. 
“We would’ve gotten them eventually but you know what, it’s 
because we never gave hope. That’s why we got them.” 


“I know.” Steve sniffles and feels his husband press a kiss to his hair. 


They flip through more recent pages done by Steve and come across a 
picture that was one of his favorites. 


“Aww, look at this.” Steve points to the picture he took just about a 
month ago. 


The picture was taken during one of their many family beach days. 
Steve was sitting in the sand while Billy had taken the babies to get 
some water on their little feet. He held their hands and the three of 
them stood at the shores as the waves were crashing down on their 
legs, causing them to giggle and scream from the feeling. But the best 
part of the photo was how happy they seemed, even with their backs 
turned, they were just so cute and chubby and Steve just wanted to 
squish them until they were blue in the face. 


“Look at the sand on her little butt.” Billy points to Ainsley in the 
photo and she did have some sand on her tush from where she was 
playing at their little set up. “So cute.” 


There were a few more pictures of that day, mostly of the babies in 
their body suits and sun hats to protect them from getting burnt. 
Some were again of Billy with them while they were eating their 
lunch, or with Steve then of course they had a family one taken by a 
stranger who was kind enough to do it for them. 


They were all so happy together and made a cute family. 


As they continued looking through more pictures, they were 
interrupted by their little ones waking up from their naps. 


“Sounds like our little monsters are up.” Billy says and yawns as he 
gets up to go retrieve them from their room. 


Steve then sets the album aside, waiting for his babies to be brought 
in. He smiles when his husband comes back holding them, hair both 
a mess and faces still in that semi-sleep state. 


He’s given his daughter then Billy gets back in bed, holding their 
son. 


“Did you two have a nice nap?” He asks, looking between the two. 
Easton and Ainsley stare at their momma, so out of it which makes 


him chuckle. “Guess so.” He answers for them. 


Both Billy and Steve then turn to lay on their sides with the babies 
sitting in between them. He then ran his hand through Ainsley’s 
curls, trying to tame them and watched as their babies yawned and 
looked around the room, eyes wide with fascination. 


“Well, I want to thank you guys for the special day. Momma loves 
you both so much.” He tells them. 


Ainsley then smiles at Steve and falls forward into him, giving him 
her version of a hug. “Aww, thank you honey.” Steve happily cries 
then feels her nuzzle herself against him. 


“Youre both my greatest gifts.” He says and gives them each a kiss, 
smiling at his babies before looking over at his husband. “Thank you 
for everything today, babe.” 


“You're welcome.” Billy leans forward and gives his husband a kiss. 


The four of them stay in for the rest of the evening, all cuddled 
together in bed, nowhere else they’d rather be. 


